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The Upper Amazon

WE could go no further. Our steamer had left
the sea weeks before, and had slowly serpentined
her way into the heart of a continent. She had
been persuaded over bars, she had waited
patiently till floods gave her a chance to insinuate
herself against the river current still deeper into
this forest of the tropics. She had rounded bends
so narrowly that her crew cheered derisively when
her gear brought down showers of leaves and
twigs from the overhanging front of the forest.
When the monkeys answered our siren the bo'sun
gave me a look, half appealing, half startled.
But now we could go no further. We were nearly
two thousand miles from the sea, and just ahead
of us was an incline of foaming water. No ship
had intruded into that solitude before ; beyond
those cataracts, up into the unexplored wilderness,
that river had its origin somewhere in the Andes
of Bolivia,

There we anchored. Both anchors were out,
because two were necessary. It was doubted
that two were enough. Mr. Bullock, the mate,
was complaining bitterly, I was standing with
him on the forecastle head, and we were both
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